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new, unexplained emotions that torment her when with her baby sister 
Can the young woman confront her darkest fear before losing the only 
person she has left to love? (Elsanna, incest) 


1 . Chapter 1 

Tender fingers ran through my hair, making my heart momentarily skip 
a beat. I leaned into this touch, my eyes shut and a deep breath 
being drawn in. I'd missed this feeling, of being whole. Even if it 
only ever lasted as long as she was here, it was something I didn't 
think I could live without. 

"I've missed you," her voice spoke to me, making the corners of my 
mouth faintly twitch upward. Her other hand, grasping one of my own, 
squeezed gently. 

"And I've missed you, too," I whispered. 

Opening my eyes, they wandered up to the being whose lap my head was 
currently resting upon. Rapunzel was a natural beauty, though I did 
miss her long hair, its bright blondness. Now it was cut short, 
brunette. She claimed she didn't miss it. 

Jade irises downcasted, looking at me, and the smallest of smiles 
formed on her full pink lips. That look was one of pure admiration, 
of care. It made my stomach erupt in butterflies. 

"How are you feeling, Elsa?" she asked delicately. 

A content sigh passed my lips. "Better, now that you're here." 



She only came over when she could, which was rarely. She was a 
photographer, pulled away to work on different pieces whenever the 
job called for it. Unfortunately, that meant our time together was 
usually limited and far in between. Texting had sufficed for a short 
while, but lately I'd felt it strained our connection more than 
anything . 

A toothy grin emerged on that childish face, brightening her features 
amazingly. "I'm only ever a call away, sweetheart. You know that." 

I raised my arm, poked her belly playfully. "Not true, and you know 
it 

She frowned lightly at that, nodded in understanding. "Yeah, but I 
try to be. And I gave you that stuffed animal so it'd feel like we 
were closer." Her gaze wandered over my bedroom and her brow furrowed 
in confusion, "speaking of which, where is the little guy?" 

I smiled and attempted to sit up, only to be forced back down when 
hands grabbed my shoulders and pushed me down. I couldn't help the 
small giggle that escaped my lips. With an exasperated huff I looked 
back up at her and shrugged. 

"Well, I was going to get him, but if you don't want me to get up I 
can ' t . " 

She swatted at me playfully, affection and glee in her eyes. "I just 
got you back. I'm not letting you go. Just tell me you haven't thrown 
him out. Or given him to Sven as a chew toy." 

Once more unexpected chuckles bubbled up from me. I shook my head. 
"No, of course not. He's in my desk." 

She gave a fake look of relief, going as far as exhaling 
exaggeratedly. "Phew, I thought for sure you didn't care about me at 
all." 

"Of course I do, I like you a lot, " I mumbled. 

Her fingers had gone back to slipping through my hair, but hesitated 
the smallest bit. It wouldn't have been noticeable, if I hadn't been 
expecting it. "But not love yet, huh?" 

I swallowed and shrugged comparatively. "I do. Puns, I do. You know 
that . " 

She bit the inside of her cheek, looking up out the window. This had 
been an issue between us for some time. But no one could make me say 
it. It wasn't even that big a deal was it? I felt it, I just couldn't 
admit to it . 

"I know," and when she looked back that same smile was on her lips, 
making the mood lift back up some. 

The sudden sounds of what seemed like someone barreling in through 
the front door, followed by spontaneous laughter and a dog bark, 
marked Anna's entrance. School must be over; I hadn't even bothered 
to keep track of the time. 


Looking up, Rapunzel ' s eyes met my own, and we shared a smile. "She 



missed you, too, " I said. 

The brunette nodded, and we slipped from the bed, her briefly 
stretching before I opened my door and we stepped out. 

Everyone was still downstairs, and we stepped up to the banister. 

"Hey Anna, guess who?" called Rapunzel. Even over the yipping of 
Sven, we were both certain she heard. 

There was clearly a commotion in the crowded kitchen, then out burst 
Sven, followed by Anna. He immediately headed for the stairs, whereas 
she only looked up, a cheesy grin on her features. 

"Rapunzel! When did you get here?" she called up. 

The brunette would have answered, if the mangy, slobbering mutt 
hadn't barreled right into her side. She toppled to the ground with a 
squeal, laughing out loud as the dog affectionately planted sloppy 
kisses to her arms and face. 

"Sven, Sven buddy, " she called out, fighting him off in between 
giggling fits. I couldn't help laughing as well at the sight, trying 
to reach and grasp his collar but failing. To be as big as he was, he 
was anything but slow. 

Anna had climbed the stairs in that time period, and basically 
whistling was enough to get him to come to her side. Thankful, 
Rapunzel sent a wide smile her way and stood, brushing herself off. 
But, grossly, saliva trailed down the front of her shirt and on her 
arms . 

"Thanks," she breathed, clearly tired from the struggle. 

The mutt whimpered softly, tail furiously beating against the floor, 
eyes darting from Anna to Rapunzel and back. I stood to the side, 
watching between the two and Kristoff, who was patiently and politely 
waiting in the kitchen door for both his dog and my sibling to 
return . 

"Haven't seen your smiling face around, lately, Blondie, " Anna 
commented, crossing her arms over her stomach. 

Puns didn't seem to want to touch herself or anything else, disgusted 
with the spit on her but in too good a mood to truly care. She winked 
playfully at my sister. "Maybe I didn't wanna see your ugly 
face . " 

Anna rolled her eyes. "Sure. Says the one covered in drool." 

A smirk crossed my girlfriend's face. "Oh? How about a hug, then, old 
friend? " 

Anna squeaked as she was lunged at, tripping over Sven in an attempt 
to get away. It was funny, and I covered my mouth to keep from 
laughing out loud. 

It settled down after a moment, and the two decided on coming back to 
the stairwell; Sven returned to his master's side, but not before 
getting Puns to scratch behind his ears. 



"So, how long are you staying this time?" Anna asked. 


Surprisingly, I'd completely refrained from asking that very 
question, just enjoying what time I was given. Puns sighed and 
shrugged nonchalantly. 

"Not long. Can't, there's a big story I'm going to have to go cover 
when my boss calls. But until then, I'm staying here. Or, as long as 
I can stand you." I found it amusing how they teased each other 
without offense so easily. 

"Well, just keep out of my sight and we should be good. Oh, and don't 
look into any mirrors while you're here. We don't need any more 
broken," Anna joked good-naturedly. 

Puns ended up snorting, both of them grinning from ear to ear. "Sure. 
Go play with your little boyfriend. Us adults have to talk now, " she 
said with another smirk. 

Anna didn't respond as playfully, her tone shifting just a bit. "He's 
not my boyfriend." Maybe it was just my imagination. 

But regardless she listened, headed back downstairs as Rapunzel and I 
headed back to my room. 

Pausing in the door, though, I grabbed her hand and pulled her after 
me to the bathroom. She went without question, and once inside I 
instructed her to sit and stay. 

I went and grabbed a washcloth, listening to the laughter below me 
briefly before returning to her side. "Take off the shirt," I told 
her, turning on the hot water in the sink. 

"Elsa! Naughty, if you wanted that you should have asked before 
someone came over, " the brunette playfully accused. 

I rolled my eyes and turned back to her with the now moist but wrung 
out rag and the smallest amount of soap. She complied, tossing the 
shirt once it was off to the side and allowing me to run the warm 
cloth over her skin. I'm not going to lie, I admired her as I did 
that task. 

She hadn't changed at all; her skin was still perfectly tan, 
unblemished in any way. Her stomach was toned, breasts full and well 
pronounced in the tight white laced bra she adorned. Beautiful, was 
the only word I could use to describe her. 

My actions only lasted a brief second, and when I turned to rinse out 
the rag I smiled in the mirror at her. "You and Anna haven't changed 
a bit really. In any way." 

She returned the gesture, hugging herself. "And is that a problem. 
Your Highness?" 

I laughed faintly at the nickname and shook my head, setting down the 
cloth to dry and wiping my hands over the towel that hung beside the 
porcelain white sink. "No, not at all. I like that you two get along 
so well, and that she's still more or less immature, and that you're 
still the same sweet, caring person I've always known." 



In the brief moments I'd looked away she must have stood, because 
thin, delicate arms wrapped around my waist, a chin resting on my 
shoulder as her face nuzzled into the crook of my neck. I caught my 
breath as she exhaled, the air scolding and sending a chill through 
my body. 

"Good. And I love that you haven't changed. I fell in love with a 
quiet, refined, regal person. And she still exists, even if she's 
more open now." 

I couldn't fight the smile that crossed my lips. "Well would you like 
me to shut up again? It can be arranged." 

She chuckled against my ear, the sound musical, after which a quick 
peck was delivered to my temple. "No, thank you. Do you have any idea 
how hard you were to crack? You were the definition of a hard-boiled 
egg . " 

I leaned back into the warmth of her embrace, into the love and care 
I needed. "Well is what you see now worth going through all that to 
break me?" 

She smiled against my skin, kissed my neck gently. "Most definitely," 
she whispered. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Her departure was most frustrating. It must have only been 
another hour we shared together before she had to leave, called away 
on her own affairs. After, I returned to the dismal labor of sorting 
documents I didn't fully understand . <p> 

The one thing that kept my mood light, chipper in a sense, was the 
sound of Anna's laughter coming from what seemed to be everywhere. 
She was so bright and lively, making it hard not to smile in 
response. How I wished I was anything close to like her. 

Until dinner time I toiled along, bored out of my skull. I'd have 
given anything to just toss everything aside and have someone else 
deal with the objectives both foreign to me and beyond tedious. 

A small, gentle knock on my door brought me from a world of 
calculations and statistics back to reality. "Yes?" I called 
out . 

The door creaked open slowly, a petite redhead peaking inside. "Hey, 
dinner's ready when you are. Krist helped with it, but he had to 


I nodded and sighed, running a hand through my hair. It needed 
brushing again, it always did, but I couldn't be bothered by it. 
"Thanks, I'm just going to finish this then I'll be down." 

My eyes returned to the laptop screen, but I knew Anna was still 
there. The door quietly clicked shut, but I felt her presence in the 
tiny bedroom. 

"Els, can I talk to you about something?" I glanced up, and she must 
have seen something in my eyes because she brought a hand up to her 
neck and looked down at the floor. "I know you're busy, but it won't 



take more than two minutes, I promise. 


I knew how important organizing the individual folders was, but come 
on, she was my sister. I didn't hesitate in shutting the laptop and 
smiling. "Of course, Anna. You can always talk to me." I motioned 
beside me on the bed for her to sit. 

She seemed to pause before coming over, but immediately leaned into 
me when she was settled on the mattress. I obliged, wrapping an arm 
around her shoulder. 

"Now, what is it?" I asked, resting my cheek on her head. It felt 
oddly right, safe and comforting. 

She was quiet a moment, breathing in and out evenly, nuzzling against 
me. Then, she spoke. "I'm not sure, really. It's... 
complicated . " 

"How so?" 

She huffed and shrugged. "Honestly? I don't know. I just needed 
someone to more or less confess to. I mean it's not like I can talk 
to him, and if I did it'd just make things awkward. And I already do 
that enough as it is. Not that he minds. I think he thinks it's funny 
right now . " 

Her rambling said it all. I was a bit shocked at the shooting... 
jealousy?... that ran through me. So she had a crush on someone else. 
Great . 

"I thought you were with Kristoff, though?" I asked. Even I was 
shocked at the cold edge it had taken. 

She visibly winced and slowly nodded. "Yes. I... Well, I like him, 
Elsa. But it's complicated." 

There was a silence between us then, my mind reeling as the new, 
basically expected information was brought to light. But even having 
considered the possibility before, it still seemed to settle like a 
rock in the pit of my stomach. Why? I couldn't even answer that for 
myself . 

"Elsa?" Her voice cut through my thoughts, making me snap back to the 
room. Blinking, I looked to find her eyeing me confusedly. "Els, you 
okay? You zoned out." 

I forced a small smile, and, doing my best to seem casual, poked her 
side playfully. "It's okay, Anna, I get it. I've felt that way 
before . " 

She seemed almost shocked at that. "What? But, you aren't even dating 
anyone, are you?" 

And I'd forgotten one of the key things I'd hidden from her. She 
didn't realize Rapunzel and I were together. Damn, how I could be so 
careless ? 

"Uh, well, no. I mean, not currently. But, I mean in the past," I 
tried to cover. Boy did that sound fake. 



She eyed me curiously. "Els, what's going on?" 

I bit my tongue harshly, silently cursing myself. Could I be any 
stupider? "Nothing's going on, I promise. Look, just know it can be 
normal to feel the way you do. Maybe you and Kristoff aren't even 
meant to be together." Wow that was a great thing to say. 

She was visibly upset with me, looked away. "Yeah, okay. Thanks 
anyway, but I think I'll figure it out on my own. I'll be waiting 
downstairs whenever you wanna eat." 

Nothing came to mind to stop her as she left, so I just sat there in 
silence until I knew she was safely out of earshot. "Dammit, you have 
to screw everything up every chance you get, don't you?" I cursed 
myself . 

I knew Anna wouldn't eat until I was in the kitchen with her, but 
frankly, I didn't feel like eating. My stomach was in too many knots 
currently . 

Falling back into the bed, I growled into my hands which were 
covering my face. What was I supposed to do now? Anna needed me, but 
knowing myself, I was almost certain if I tried to help I'd only 
succeed in making things worse. 

_Sorry, Anna. Looks like you're eating alone tonight, _ I thought, 
shutting my eyes to block out the faint light that was still creeping 
in through the window. 

It was best, right? 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : **Hey guys. The first chapter (well, MY first 
chapter) to String My Heart (Vicious Cycles) . Again, my friend 
started this and I'm only helping her finish it. If you want to read 
from the beginning go to _**neveralonewithyou25, **_my biased opinion 
is it's good. And look forward to more updates as soon as I can write 
them. 

Also to answer questions that might be asked, yes this is Elsanna, 
though not yet. That comes later, but not TOO much later. (: And 
there won't be anything too graphic in this. 

Urn, also if anyone has comments, questions, suggestions as to how to 
improve this, you know to review. I try to get back to those that ask 
things, those that suggest, but if I don't it's not because I'm 
ignoring you. 

Thank you! -_Sara_ 


2 . Chapter 2 

Jogging was one of the only forms of exercise I participated in on a 
daily basis. It helped me relax, in a way sort out the jumbled, 
confusing mess that was my mind. Especially on cold mornings. 


But this morning, as I came to stop on the curb, panting from the 
strenuous activity, I was no more aware of what was going on then 



anyone else could have been. It had been just two days since Anna had 
asked my help, only to be disappointed. She'd been avoiding me ever 
since . 

Swallowing and attempting to steady by uncertain breaths, I leaned 
forward and sighed, reaching back to tighten the ponytail my hair was 
currently in. I didn't know what to do, no matter how hard I tried to 
think . 

"Hey, Elsa!" a sudden, high-pitched voice cut into my thoughts. I 
knew who it was before I even looked; Olaf. 

Fourteen and in the same grade as Anna. The boy was a genius if there 
ever was one. 

"Hey, Olaf, " I breathed out, sucking in air and holding it a moment 
before exhaling and turning my head. 

He was across the street, looked both ways before slowly jogging 
over . 

He was still as tiny as ever, shaggy black hair falling over his 
eyes, which he tried to push away. He gave a lopsided, toothy grin 
that showed his buck teeth, adorable. With light skin, bright hazel 
eyes that screamed love, and dressed in an over-sized t-shirt and 
jeans, he was cute. And that bubbly, fun attitude he always had only 
made it impossible not to adore him. 

Of course he flung his thin arms around my waist when he reached my 
side, a custom anyone who associated with him knew. He always was a 
sucker for hugs. 

"I haven't seen you in forever," he exaggerated, pulling away. 

I chuckled and ruffled his hair. In a way, he was a little brother. 
"You saw me the other day, buddy. Remember?" 

His head cocked sideways, his face contorting like it always did when 
he was deep in thought. Suddenly that smile was back, and he nodded 
vigorously. "Oh, yeah, I remember. But it felt like forever." 

I only rolled my eyes. "Want to walk with me a ways?" 

He nodded, and began shuffling when I walked. "Mom won't mind. She 
really likes you and Anna." 

"I know, she's practically adopted us," I said, pulling out my phone 
to briefly check for messages. Still nothing from Anna. 

I sighed, receiving a glance from Olaf. "What's wrong?" 

I shook my head and stuffed the phone back into its pocket. "Nothing. 
Just kinda annoyed, that's all." 

Olaf reached for and took my head. His were warm and small, 
comforting. "That means something's wrong. So what is it?" 

He was probably the most caring person I'd ever known. And the only 
person I vented to, though he was so much younger. "Anna's been 
avoiding me. The other night, she said she liked someone other than 



Kristoff, and I said something stupid." 

There was a quietness as Olaf pondered over my words. I knew that was 
what he was doing because he never ignored anyone. 

"Well, what exactly did you say?" 

I winced, not really wanting to repeat my words. "I, uh . . . " I sighed 
once more. "I said it was normal. Then that maybe her and Krist 
shouldn't be together." 

This didn't seem to surprise the boy, instead he chuckled. I furrowed 
my brow. "What?" 

He looked directly into my face as he said, "They shouldn't 

be . " 

That stopped me in my tracks. Had I heard him right? "What?" 

He let go of my hand and turned to face me. "Kristoff and Anna are 
happy together, but they won't always be. They both know it. Pabbie 
told me that Anna has realized it already." 

I scoffed. True Pabbie had been right before. He had warned my 
parents about a danger awaiting right before their tragedy. But could 
he really know who someone was supposed to love? "Then who is she 
supposed to be with?" 

Olaf smiled wider, from ear to ear. "I can't say, though I want to. 
Just know that when you guys figure it out, no one'll be too upset. 
And Kristoff will be okay." 

Confused? Lost? Those were just the tip of how I was feeling. Olaf 
glanced at the black wristwatch he was always wearing, a gift from 
his older brother. 

"I better get going. I've got an online chess tournament in an hour." 
He looked up at me with an almost look of pity. "Bye, Elsa. Tell Anna 
I said hi." 

I couldn't make out a 'bye' as the boy walked away. My head was 
reeling too fast. 

I needed to talk to Pabbie. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>His house was all the way on the other side of town, only a ten 
minute jog if I kept a steady pace. It was a decent place, small but 
homey. Surrounded by a beautifully trimmed lawn and flowerbeds, the 
small two floor building stood slightly crooked. The paint was a 
graying white color, roof sagging just the smallest bit from years of 
steady work.<p> 

I had to stand a moment before the porch to catch my breath, only 
stepping up onto the creaking structure when I could feel my 
heartbeat lessening. Raising my hand, I barely had time to create a 
fist before the door was pulled open. 


Pabbie stood in the doorway. He looked older than normal, as if he'd 



aged years instead of just the few weeks that had passed since our 
last meeting. Lines covered his face, wrinkles and creases in the 
skin. His dark umber eyes had a haze over them as he looked up at me, 
as if blindness was slowly setting in. 

"Elsa, I was expecting you, " he murmured, his gruff voice almost 
sickly. I felt a twinge of shame run through me at disturbing him 
when he obviously wasn't well. 

He was a squat, round fellow. At least two feet shorter than my five 
foot, six. With quickly receding gray hair, his age wasn't that hard 
to guess. He was nearing his nineties. 

"Pabbie, if this is a bad time-" 

"Nonsense. Come in, my child. You wish to discuss your sister, 
correct? Her future." 

I looked down at my feet, wringing my hands. Maybe he really was able 
to see things, I wasn't fully sure. I did know he was a kind man, 
though. And I trusted him. 

"Is Kristoff here?" I asked, stepping by him into the front 
entryway . 

Pabbie nodded, closing the door. "Yes, but he is asleep. No need to 
worry. That boy could sleep through an earthquake unfazed." 

At a young age, Kristoff had been taken in by Pabbie. After his 
parents had seemingly disappeared, Pabbie adopted the boy as his 
own . 

Their house was even smaller inside. A living room with little more 
than a tv set and a couch, a kitchen, a tiny bathroom, and a study 
occupied the first floor. The second had their individual sleeping 
areas as well as another bathroom, larger, and Pabbie 's own library 
of sorts. Mainly it was filled with books on magic, on love. 

Out of instinct I headed for the couch, settling on the edge. Pabbie 
scuffled over; these days he seemed unable to even fully step. 

Sitting beside me, he scratched at a bushy eyebrow and looked up at 
me . 

"You have talked to Olaf. He said more than he was supposed to, 
correct? That boy may have a bright future, but he is quite 
troublesome . " 

I couldn't help lightly laughing. "Yes. I just... I need to know what 
he meant, Pabbie. Is it true? Are Kristoff and Anna not supposed to 
be together?" 

The man leaned back and reached up for his necklace, one that held 
many bright canary gems he claimed were a charm of sorts. "Indeed, 
that is a question to be answered. But first, answer this. Why have 
you taken such an interest in this, Elsa?" 

I bit my lower lip, picking nervously at a sting on my shirt's hem. 

"I don't really know. I just... Pabbie, can I be completely honest 
with you?" 



"No need, my child. I know the way you have been acting lately. 

You've been getting nervous around your sister, anxious when she 
touches you? Can you answer why? It's quite clear, mind you." 

My brow furrowed once more, I rested my forehead on my open palm. 
"But, I don't know. Am I supposed to?" 

Glancing his way, I saw him nod once, a curt action that made me a 
tad bit irritated. "Pabbie, please. Can't you answer me instead of 
just twisting things around?" 

Though my voice was sharp he didn't react. "Child, some things are 
best left for your own self to figure out. This, I'm afraid is one of 
them . " 

I growled and stood up, crossing my arms and pacing. "But I can't! 
Anna won't talk to me long enough to ask anything, and even if she 
did I get tongue-tied and fuck everything up!" 

A quiet descended upon us for multiple minutes, and I realized it was 
to give me time to calm down before this conversation was taken 
further. Looking over at the man still sitting, guilt wrenched 
through my gut. "I'm sorry, Pabbie. Please forgive me," I murmured, 
shame making my face red. 

"There is no need, Elsa." He gave a tiny smile. "May I ask you one 
last question, before I answer yours?" 

I glanced around the room at the pictures lining the walls. So many 
taken from all the children he'd had. So many I'd never even met, 
just heard stories of. "Yes." 

"Do you love Rapunzel?" 

The question froze my wandering gaze, stopped my breathing. No one 
knew. No one even knew my preference. I stood in a state of daze, not 
knowing what to say, or even if I could speak. 

"I..." I swallowed and let out a nervous laugh. "Honestly? I don't 
even know what it means to love someone." Never had I been so 
honest . 

Pabbie grunted, shook his head. "Elsa, my child, you do." 

I felt something cold on my cheek, was surprised to find it was a 
tear. Why? I wasn't really certain. "Can you answer me now?" 

He gave a weak, shaky sigh and nodded. "No, they are not meant to be. 
Anna knows this, and it has scared her. She knows who she loves, and 
it has worried her. I told her that no matter the consequences, love 
will find a way. And now I tell you the same." 

Seeing the way he closed his eyes, shutting me out in a way, I knew 
that that was all I'd get. By answering just a few questions, it 
seemed more had appeared. 

"Thank you. I'll let myself out. Get well soon, Pabbie." 


I left. 



><p>I didn't mean to slam the front door when I got home. Not that it 
even really mattered. <p> 

Anna was still asleep, or at least still in her room. I had the 
strong urge to knock upon her door, to just barge in and ignore the 
infernal wooden boundary maybe. But instead my feet took me just as 
far as the couch, where I feel down without care. 

In my mind I saw a dark room, cold and deserted. I saw myself sitting 
in the floor, cross-legged, crying. I saw people watching from 
windows, laughing. 

And among them was Anna, smirking. She might as well have slapped me 
in the face. 

I sucked in an unsteady breath and looked toward the stairs. My 
laptop was upstairs. My writing was there. Everything I felt typed 
down on some sad, pitiful documents no one would ever see. 

I undid the ponytail as I stood, letting my hair freely fall at will, 
cascade over my shoulders. It tickled my neck but I ignored it. 

Each creak of the steps made me wince internally. They reminded me 
just how old the house was. Just how... empty. And yet I was pushing 
away the one person I had left to call family. 

All the doors on this floor were closed, why I couldn't answer. The 
only door that should have been shut was Anna's bedroom door; that 
morning I'd left my own open, if I recalled correctly. 

I didn't question it that badly, lack of real motive the reason. 
Passing Anna's door by was horrible, but somehow I kept myself from 
peaking inside. 

What I didn't expect to find was Anna in my room when I opened the 
door . 

She looked up from MY laptop, tears in her eyes. My heart stopped at 
how depressed and hurt they looked, shining with pain. "Elsa..." 

I froze for the second time that day. Our eyes remained locked, tears 
slowly slipping from her own when they became too heavy. It suddenly 
felt so cold, unbearably so. 

"Why?" Anna finally croaked. "Why did you keep this from me?" 

For a moment my mind couldn't fathom what in the world her words 
referred to. All it took was her turning the screen to face me. 

My mouth went dry, throat constricted. It was a letter, one of many. 

A suicide note I'd been too afraid to actually use. An attempt that 
had failed. 

Anna laughed a cruel, fake laugh as she read off a small section. 
"'And to my dearest Anna, I pray you never lose that childish 
innocence. I apologize immensely for what I must be putting you 
through.' Elsa, how could you?" Her voice broke near the end, 
sounding raw and enraged. 



"Anna, I can explain, " I began, my own vocals sounding foreign and 
far away. 

"I don't need your fucking explanation!" she shouted. It was the 
first time I thought I'd ever heard her curse. The worst fact was 
that it was addressed to me. 

I winced and stepped back, begging God above something could be done 
to take this back. Why had I left my door open? Why had I made my 
password so simple? Why had I even written those things? 

"What the hell is wrong with you, Elsa?! Do you want to die? Do you 
want to leave me here alone?" She stood so quickly it actually made 
me gasp. She wiped at the tears, pure unadulterated anger her only 
feeling. I was numb. 

"N-no, Anna, you don't understand. I never-" 

"Never what? Tried? Don't lie to me, Elsa! I may still be a child to 
you but I'm not a dumbass!" In that instance I realized. There was no 
getting through to her right now. 

"Then say it, Anna. Say what you think of me!" I shouted back, 
encouraging her. Maybe if she expressed herself she'd feel 
better . 

"You're a coward, Elsa! How the hell do you think I've felt? What, 
it's just been rainbows and sunshine? NO! I hurt too, I've cried 
myself to sleep before! After mom and dad died I broke down every 
night! Especially when you shut me out! You always have, Elsa!" 

My plan was a failure, because that struck a nerve. I wasn't about to 
let her talk that way to me. 

"How dare you," I spat, the words poison on my tongue. "You don't 
know what the fuck it's like! Having to suddenly be in charge of 
everything, having to give up everything you'd planned! I was going 
to be a lawyer, Anna! I was going to leave this stupid fucking town 
and everyone in it ! " 

Anna screamed, hands reaching up and fisting in her hair, tugging 
mercilessly. "I HATE YOU!" 

"OUT!" I screamed just as loudly. "Get out of my damn room!" 

She growled and reached around, grabbing the first thing her hands 
found, which was unfortunately my laptop, and chucking it at my head. 
I ducked just in time and heard it crash into the wall with such 
force the top screen shattered. She was gone just a second later, my 
door slammed shut behind her. 

A daze settled over me then, rage boiling the blood in my veins but 
emotional distress breaking down that one remaining beam that had 
seemingly held me together. I crumpled to the floor, legs giving out 
beneath me. Breathing suddenly seemed harder and my stomach churned 
in agony. Sobs worked their way up my throat but got stuck, choked 
down by the reminder that it was over. 


I glanced over and saw what remained of my electronic, the screen 



completely broke, the keys popped out like buttons. There went 
everything . 


I curled up, tears flowing silently onto the carpeted floor. From 
next door I heard things hitting the wall, an occasional growl or 
profanity being slewed. She had every right to be upset. 

But so did I . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : * * Okay so firstly... don't hate me haha. I know, I 
know. This is a depressing chapter, and you guys waited a little long 
for something so short. But it took me forever to write and I still 
feel it isn't right, right. 

Anyway, I want to thank everyone for reading! (sorry for all the "!" 
in this one) The next update will be both sooner and longer. I'm 
going to try for next Saturday, but MAYBE early that morning, like 
3-4 a.m. early (for me at least) . 

Thank you! -_Sara_ 


3 . Update 
**A/N: ** 

Wow guys, ouch. 

So in the span of I'd say about an hour and a half I've gotten SO 
many reviews. Mainly from guests, but still wow. 

My only problem with this is how negative they were. Look, I 
understand that being a writer, and publishing online especially, 
comes with some heavy criticism. But you guys have just exploded. 

I understand that Chapter Two was angsty and I understand that most 
of you are just like, "WOW, what the hell was she thinking to publish 
this?" Believe me, I had serious doubts and rewrote this at least 
three separate times. 

But every good author knows to go to the extremes, keep the viewers 
guessing around every turn. 

And that's what I'm attempting to do here. 

I want to address this issue vaguely: those who say this story is 
wrong . 

In the description I made it perfectly clear that this was incest. If 
that's not something you can agree to then find another fanfiction, 
there are enough out there. No one is forcing you to read this. 

Please don't put my story down just because it goes against your 
beliefs . 

Another thing: thank you. 

Even if every single comment was negative that means I'm doing 
something right because you all are still reading. If I wasn't that 



wouldn't have happened. I just have to lighten up on the angst, I get 
that . 


Thank all of you that reviewed and I'm so terribly sorry about this. 
Because of this unfortunate incident I shall be uploading Chapter 
Three by tomorrow, Monday at the latest. And don't worry, things get 
better with our protagonist. I promise. 

Thank you! -_Sara_ 


4 . Chapter 3 

**A/N:** I want to give a shout out to DarkRai, who (thankfully) 
tried to help me with this! Urn, still not certain about this, 
especially since I literally just wrote it a few hours ago and have 
been more or less improvising. But I promised, and I do NOT break 
promises , ( : . 

Hopefully this receives a bit better reviews, I'm not sure. We'll 
see . 

Also this will be nowhere near as long as normal, because it wasn't 
originally part of Chapter Three (I have a LOT of rewriting to do) . 
Probably between 1500-2000 words, maybe a bit more. Which means 
Chapter Four will be longer, and hopefully published either next 
weekend or a little later. No later than next Tuesday though. 

Thank you! -_Sara_ 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Rain hit the pavement at a steady, even pace, the dark gray 
stains a reminder than nothing stayed the same. The cold that 
enveloped me ran deep, through my very bones. My tears mingled with 
those crisp droplets, tracing imaginary lines down my face. Another 
dreary day, cruel and broken. <p> 

A week had passed since Anna and I's confrontation. She'd left that 
very night, I unable to keep her from packing a bag. Rapunzel had 
taken her in, then called and chewed me about it. I deserved it, I 
knew, but I found it in a way unfair. 

My destination this somber evening? That very house, though better 
judgement reeled against the very idea. I missed Anna, heaven help 
me. I missed her waking me in the morning with that stupid grin, her 
laughter in the afternoon when she came home. Even the clumsy messy 
person she was was missed, in its own rights. 

Hugging myself tighter, I sniffled. Apparently I could be affected by 
the weather; lately it seemed a cold was coming on. But such a thing 
was unimportant, minuscule. At least when the very basis for my 
relationship with my younger sibling was hanging so delicately upon 
thin strings. The smallest step in the wrong direction could break 
everything . 

Rapunzel ' s house was ordinary, in a classical sense. Just like every 
other house on that street. Same cared for lawn, shingled roof, white 
coloration. Though she took pride in every other aspect of her life, 
this seemed to be something she slacked off on. Not that she was a 



perfectionist, just proud. 


Rapunzel was expecting me, I'd texted in advance. She was waiting on 
the front steps, a bright red jacket giving off her presence before I 
was even there. She waved when she spotted me, standing and shoving 
her hands into the pockets. She looked almost nervous, fidgeting from 
one foot to the other. Could have just been the cold, though. 

"Hey," she said as I stopped a few feet away. I smiled gently, the 
way her mouth twitched in the corners just the tiniest bit proving 
she was happy to see me. Even under such circumstances as 
these . 

"Hey. Is Anna still here?" The last time Punz and I had spoken, she'd 
explained how Anna seemed to be gone more and more, though she 
couldn't get a confession out of the girl as to where she seemed to 
be slipping off to. 

The blonde nodded, eyes flickering up to one of the top floor 
windows. "Yeah. She's been here all day, as far as I know. Then 
again, I was gone a few hours this morning for shopping." 

I returned the nod, taking a deep breath. "Thank you, again. I don't 
know what we would do without you." 

A soft chuckle, the sound of footsteps on the concrete sidewalk. A 
gentle hand placed on my shoulder. I couldn't help looking up into 
those emerald eyes, the faintest hint of happiness seeping through 
me . 

But then it was dimmed when my answer to Pabbie surfaced at the back 
of my mind. 

"No problem, sweetie. I love both you and Anna. She's already like a 
sister to me." There was genuine warmth in those words, but I blocked 
them out. I didn't deserve her love, _her_ really. 

I cleared my throat and solemnly glanced away, to the front door. I 
found I was clenching my fists without meaning to, and tried to 
stop . 

Punz noticed this action, noticed my discomfort. But she inferred 
this as having to do with the conversation I was about to force 
myself to have. Delicately she took my slightly twitching hands in 
her own. 

"Elsa, honey, it's okay. Anna and I talked. She doesn't hate you, she 
doesn't blame you. She's just confused." I wanted to believe that, 
but could I? After what she'd screamed as she left me there alone? 
After how I'd reacted? 

I could have cried right there, if I hadn't known that my girlfriend 
would then hold me and prevent me from doing what I came to do. A 
caring soul. Something I seemed to lack. 

I inhaled, held it, let it out. Now or never, it appeared. "I have to 
do this, Rapunzel. It'll only be a few minutes." 

The blonde studied me with sad eyes, nodded her understanding. She 
let my hand go, turned and headed up the stairs. I followed. 



I'd been in her house time and time again, so nothing phased me. Same 
flowered wallpaper, same pale pink couch and matching lamps atop oak 
side tables. Same flat screen tv, vased flowers, framed pictures of 
family . 

Same staircase, only twenty times longer now that I was standing at 
their base, fear crippling me as what could possibly await me above 
dawned into realization. 

For moral support, Rapunzel placed a chaste kiss to my temple. Little 
did she know it only made matters seem worse. "Go on," she faintly 
whispered into my ear, stepping away and leaving me there. 

It was, in a strange sense, dizzying to make my way up. You'd think 
stairs would be a piece of cake, but in this scenario they were an 
obstacle . 

It was easy to tell which room Anna was in once I was up; it was the 
only room with a closed door. Once more I found myself staring into 
the infernal face of that damned wood, only the color different. Not 
the meaning though. Never the meaning. 

"Anna?" I called out quietly, tapping lightly. Three raps, just like 
she would have done. 

Nothing sounded from the other side for what felt like hours, drawn 
out and intensified by the inevitable doom I felt waited just around 
a corner. The question was, could that corner be avoided? 

Finally an almost inaudible answer. "Come in." A voice that sounded 
broken and despairing. 

With shaky arms, I managed to push open that boundary. It was almost 
as impossible as jumping those hurdles they made us jump over in gym 
in high school. 

Anna was sitting by the window, staring out into the outside world. 
She wore a dull crimson sweater, one I recognized as Rapunzel 's, with 
fading blue jeans. Her gorgeous hair was tied up in a loose bun, 
strands falling out. 

At the sound of my entrance she glanced over, a teeny smile ghosting 
over her lips. "Hey, Els." For a moment, it was just like normal, 
nothing about her tone or facial features showing the same rage or 
disgust she'd held before. It was if the entire thing had never even 
happened . 

But then that look of brief comfort left, and she looked away to 
anything but me. I couldn't blame her, feeling my neck heat up in 
shame . 

The door gave a satisfactory 'click' as it closed behind me, my feet 
taking me to the bed, where I rested on the edge. I didn't want to 
disturb the clean white sheets, freshly made up. But I couldn't be 
comfortable; my hands twitched and I had to clasp then to keep them 
st ill-ish . 

"I just... Anna, I wanted to..." I couldn't find the words. How could 
I? 



She sighed, the sound so distant and drained it hurt. I chanced a 
glance to find her picking at her nails, eyes never leaving the 
window. Nerves? Worry? 

"I know, Elsa. I'm sorry, too." It didn't sound as I'd have liked it 
to, but really, I wasn't going to dare object. 

We sat in silence, neither of us really ready to discuss what had 
occurred. Shame was what plagued me, I was guessing guilt for her. 
Then again, should she feel guilty? 

"Oh, did you have to buy a new laptop?" she questioned suddenly. 

So straightforward, it actually knocked me back figuratively. So she 
was concerned. 

"I, urn... No, the company was able to replace it. Against Weselton's 
word, though." 

I could picture her wrinkling her nose like a child at that name, so 
adorable it was unreal. Though I couldn't see if she had this time, I 
assumed she had. 

She gave a sound of acknowledgement, hugging her knees tighter to her 
body. I myself nervously wrung my hands, mouth dry. Why was this so 
difficult ? 

"Hey, Elsa?" she finally called, making me look up from my lap, where 
my eyes had downcasted. 

"Yeah?" 

She bit her bottom lip, glancing my way before shaking her head and 
squeezing her hands. "I uh... I wanted to know something." 

Something inside me told me exactly what she was going to ask, and my 
mouth answered before I could stop it. Damn my brain and its 
inability to comprehend the difference between thinking and 
vocalizing . 

"No, I wouldn ' t . " 

She eyed me curiously, teal eyes scanning me with a caution that made 
me feel exposed, splayed out before her, unable to hide. "You didn't 
even let me ask." 

I smiled as best I could, looking to the floor and wringing my hands 
once more. "I didn't have to... But there is something I need to ask 
you." Making that out had been harder than I thought it would be. 
Could I ask? 

"Yes?" I almost heard the same uncertainty in her own vocals, faint. 
But I didn't look to check. 

"Why did you go through my stuff?" It was something that had been 
bugging me for day, after the initial anger. Anna wasn't one to pry, 
though she herself wasn't secretive. So the fact she had gone through 
my personal files had nagged at the back of my mind, plaguing me as 
it were. 



I heard her huff, saw from the corner of my eye as her feet came down 
to the white carpeted ground. "Because you were so careful about 
those stupid documents. With everything else you let me see. With 
those... It just seemed that sometimes you locked yourself in 
them . " 

Just an honest answer, in itself bold. I wasn't mad. No, penitent 
more described it. It washed over me like a heat wave, burning my 
neck and back. All that time, I'd thought she hadn't really noticed. 
Only once had she questioned, after which was the end of 
it . 

"Anna... God, I didn't realize..." I could barely make out a 
sentence, tears choking me. But I told myself I wouldn't cry, did my 
best to force the, away. 

"It's okay. Just, please promise me, Elsa." 

I looked up, sniffled and hugged myself. Open, honest eyes washed 
over me, made me feel only a but better. At least now she was fully 
looking at me. At least now it wasn't with uncertainty, just sorrow. 
"Anything, " I whispered. 

"Promise you'll talk to me, Elsa. I can't lose you, too." Now it was 
her turn to force down a sob, bringing a hand up to cover her mouth 
as her chest heaved to suck in a breath before breaking down. 

I nodded, words failing me. I opened my arms and she crossed to me, 
falling into the brace with a drawn out cry. I held her, breathing in 
the scent of caramel that clung to her skin and allowing myself to 
enjoy the warmth that spread through me where her body touched 
mine . 

"I swear," I choked out, burying my face into those red locks of 
beauty . 

"Never again." 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN : * * So there you have it, a short but altogether sweet 
chapter that maybe gives you a better understanding and a bit more 
liking toward these characters. 

All reviews will be read and looked over, and any suggestions will be 
taken into consideration. 

Thank you! -_Sara_ 


End 
f ile . 



